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32 
NIGHT THOUGHTS. 

(SUGGESTED BY THE PREMATURE DEATH OF MISS ••*»*, OF MEBBION-SQl'AKE. ) 

In the deep silence of the midnight hour, 

When busy fancy most exerts her power, 

On joy's swift flight I mused, on hope's decay, 

And friends from earth untimely matched away. 

A form, methought, approached me, bright and fair, 

With eyes of heaven's pure orae, and golden hair ; 

She, smiling, laid her finger on my arm. 

And that light touch was delicate and warm. 

The vision spake — " O raise thy drooping head ; 

Weep not the past ; mourn not the happy dead J 

Now in high heaven they stand around God's throne. 

In happiness unspeakable, unknown. 

" Weep not for her, whose early tender bloom 

Silently slumbers in the lonely tomb ; 

She faded ere her summer day was past, 

With beauty undefaced by winter's blast. 

" Weep not for those, though dearest to thy heart, 

Who, loved and honored, from the world depart : 

From earthly sorrow free, still from above 

Their lingering eyes look back on those they love. 

" Seek not, Oh child of perishable man ! 

The hidden purposes of God to scan ; 

But learn thine earthly duties to fulfil, 

In humble resignation to his will." 

Eileen. 



EASTER MORNING. 

(LINES OCCASIONED BY THE SAME EVENT.) 

It was the morning when we kept the feast, 

The sacrifice of Christ our passover ; 

And many were assembled, and of joy 

Thought only, though chastised by solemn awe ; 

And youthful voices, in glad choral song, 

Mingled. And now the harmony had paused : 

A father and a brother entered, 

A grey-haired father, mournful, yet serene. 

But why the sudden thrill that all hearts felt? 

The eyes a moment bent, and then withdrawn ? 

Alas ! the majesty of tranquil sorrow. 

Death had been in their house. The child was gone, 

Who had so lately been their hope and joy. 

Ah, dear and lovely ! I had known her long. 

Few months had passed, since to her rustic throne 

In the rude bed of an unquiet river, 

Where summer's heat left some rocks bare, although 

The coolness of a foaming fall was nigh, 

I led a poet of another land, * 

And sat next evening at her father's board 

By her, and thought not it was the last time. 

The work of death was even then begun ; 

Decay had power even then to flush her cheek, 

And give unnatural brightness to her eyes. 

But this I dreamed not of; and it was long 

Before I would believe that she must die. 

Her parents sooner knew the bitter truth ; 

The spoiler had been in their halls before. 

O let me mourn the living, not the dead ! 

She keeps the Easter morn in heaven now, W. R. H. 

**..¥*• Wordsworth, who passed the month of September In Ireland last year, and the first wet* 
of it in and near Dublin. ' 



